Volume  XCVfi  fssue  i,  2003 

'ke=©ike 

University  of  Toronto’s  Humour  Newspaper  Sinpe  1911 


Page  2 - The  Toike  Oike,  Vol  XCVII  - Issue  I,  2003 


— 


® Coike  Oike 

<£> 

Volume  XCVII  - Issue  I,  2003 

B740  Sandford  Fleming 
10  Kings  College  Road 
Toronto  ON  M5S  3G4 
tel:  (416)  978-2917 
fax:  (416)  978-1245 
e-mail:  toike^skule.ca 
http:/ / toike.skule.ca 

Editor-in-chief  Kevin  Au 

=====  Editorial  Staff  ===== 


Copy  Editors 

Terry  Lung 
Holly  Wonch 

Graphics  Editor 

David  Kobayasbi 

Layout  Editor 

Jesse  Katz-Totton 

Qualify  Assurance 

Paul  Dabrowski 

Staff  Writers 

Dave  McKenna 
Laurent  Noonan 
Annie  Unnold 
Alice  Xu 

==  Production  Staff 

Art /Graphics 


Writers 


Henry  Cheung 
Hyein  Lee 
Kan  Li 
Alex  Wun 

Alex  Green 
Ronnie  Linklater 
Bobby  Lee 
Nick  Loberto 


Special  Thanks  to: 

Mike  diez  D'aux,  Susan  Hogle, 
Toike  Taken,  the  pld  Irish  guy, 
Richard  Yn.  Ashley  Morton  and  SAC 

for  the  spiffy  stands. 


Editorial1 


Don’t  Sweat  the  Small  Stuff 

I was  walking  home  from  work  at  a quarter 
past  four  on  August  14,  2003,  when  the 
eastern  seaboard  blacked  out  and  all  hell 
broke  loose.  Luckily,  my  three  years  working 
for  this  newspaper  has  given  me  a lighter 
perspective  on  life.  1 simply  walked  up 
Spadina  in  the  middle  of  the  streetcar  lane 
(when  else  can  you  do  that?)  with  a nectarine 
in  hand,  enjoying  the  Apocalypse.  I didn’t 
even  break  a sweat. 

Now,  without  further  ado,  welcome  to  the 
2003-2004  publishing  year  of  the  Toike 
Oike.  Hmm.  What’s  new?  You  may  have 
seen  our  new  stands  around  campus.  Many 
thanks  to  Ashley  Morton  and  the  SAC  Clubs’ 
Commission  for  helping  us  find  a permanent 
home.  I’d  also  like  to  retroactively  thank  the 
Varsity  for  borrowing  their  stands  last  year 
in  our  time  of  need.  Heh  heh. 

A special  welcome  to  the  double  cohort.  You 
gave  us  a fun  cover  to  play  with  and  I hope 
you  like  it.  It  should  be  an  interesting  year, 
and  you’re  getting  a good  deal.  We'll  put  in 
our  blood,  sweat,  and  tears,  and  all  you  have 
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to  do  is  read!  So  don’t  sweat  the  small  stuff. 
We’ve  got  you  covered. 

Thanks  to  everyone  who  pitched  in  over  the 
summer.  It  was  a skeleton  crew  but  we  made 
it  happen! 

If  you’re  interested  in  helping  us  out  this  year, 
then  come  to  our  first  meeting.  It’s  advertised 
just  below  and  to  the  right.  Take  a gander.  If 
you  can’t  figure  out  where  our  office  is,  take 
a look  at  the  map  on  page  6 and  you’ll  get  a 
general  idea  of  where  to  look  around.  You 
can’t  miss  us...  we’re  in  the  basement  hidden 
in  a corner  somewhere! 

It’s  getting  late  and  I need  to  finalize  this 
issue  before  we  print  our  proofs.  Enjoy  the 
issue  and  I hope  to  hear  your  thoughts  soon! 


Best  Wings 

Best  Student  Pub 

-2002  eye  magazine  reader  s pel 
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Kevin  Au 
Toike  Editor 
2003-2004 


WHAT  HO? 


The  Toike  Oike  is  a covert  organization 
committed  to  the  proliferation  of 
humour  at  the  University  of  Toronto. 
It  is  our  mandate  to  insist  that  your 
education  is  NOT  about  your  career 
so  much  as  it  is  about  shaping  your 
outlook  on  life  to  come.  So  lighten 
up,  sit  back  and  have  an  iced  tea 
(even  if  it's  cold  outside).  Our  ranks 
are  filled  with  zealous  revolutionaries 
from  both  Engineering  and  Arts  & 
Science.  We  meet  every  month  on  the 
Saturday  following  distribution.  Viva 
la  revolution! 


DISCLAIMER 
The  radical,  ultra  left-wing  opinions 
expressed  in  this  newspaper  do 
not  necessarily  reflect  those  of  the 
Engineering  Society  or  the  University 
of  Toronto.  In  fact,  they  don’t  even 
necessarily  reflect  the  opinions  of  the 
writers.  If  you  happen  to  find  any  of  the 
materia]  within  these  pages  offens 
do  not  try'  to  sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack 
team  of  crackhead  lawyers  ready 
tha  pain,  Sucka. 


'Top  9 things  you'll  wake  up  to  after  some  serious  partying  at  flrosh  nite1 
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9. 

8. 


In  bed  with  U of  T President  R.J.Birgeneau  and  SAC 
Prez  Ashley  Morton. 

On  a one-way  flight  to  Australia.  < j 
The  year  2039,  in  a slumber  tube  at  U ofj's 
Mars  Campus.  £ 

A body  bag. 

in  a bench  in  Queen's  Park  with  a sore'bum, 
ring  a red  baseball  hat.  4 
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THE  TOIKE  OIKE’S 

FIRST  MEETING  OF  THE 
YEAR  WILL  BE  HELD: 

THURSDAY 
SEPTEMBER  II.  2003 
G:30PM 

SANDFORD  FLEMING 
ROOM  IIOI 


ETTERS 
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This  is  a transcript  of  a recent  e-mail  correspondence  I had  with  Toike  Taken.  Yes,  you  read  that  right.  Toike  is  a 24-YEAR  old 

TECHNICIAN  FROM  RlJSWIJK  (Zh),  THE  NETHERLANDS.  SHE  WROTE  TO  ME  IN  AN  EARNEST  SEARCH  TO  DISCOVER  THE  ROOTS  OF  HER  NAME. 


Hi, 

I looked  up  Toike  with  google  and  found  your 
site.  I like  the  name,  but  am  wondering  how 
you  got  it.  Could  you  tell  me  where  the  name 
comes  from? 

Thanks, 

Toike  Taken 


Hey  Toike, 

The  Toike  Oike  has  been  the  humour 
newspaper  at  the  University  of  Toronto  since 
1911.  We  are  officially  published  by  the 
Engineering  Society.  The  name  derives  from 
the  heavily  accented  speech  of  an  Irish 
janitor  who  would  always  kick  the  engineers 
out  of  buildings  at  late  hours.  He’d  yell  “Take 
a hike!”  but  it  sounded  more  like  “Toike 
Oike!”  (pronounced  toy-k  oy-k  or  more 
recently  toy-kee  oy-kee)  and  they  decided  to 
name  their  newspaper  that  way. 

Is  Toike  your  given  name?  Could  you  tell  me 
where  yours  comes  from?? 

Kevin  Au,  Toike  Editor 


Hi  Kevin, 

Yes,  I was  born  and  registered  as  Toike! 

My  folks  always  told  me  that  they  made  it  up 
because  it  sounds  so  nice  with  my  last  name. 
1 therefore  figured  that  I was  the  only  one 
with  this  name.  The  reactions  of  other  people 
only  confirmed  my  presumptions.  People 
actually  hang  up  the  phone  if  I start  spelling 
my  name  after  having  said  it  twice.  I also 
got  in  a fight  with  a guy  who  thought  I was 
lying  to  him  (as  if  I could  come  up  with  such 
a name...?) 

Recently  I found  a picture  of  the  " Toike 
Oikestra  from  1925-1926”,  but  being  named 
after  a couple  of  dead  musicians  didn’t  do  it 
for  me.  There  are  a few  Japanese  people 
with  Toike  as  a last  name,  but  that  doesn’t  do 
it  either. 

I don't  know  if  being  named  after  the  most 
frequently  used  sentence  of  a misinterpreted 
janitor  is  any  better.....? 

But  it's  nice  to  have  some  fun  stories 
regarding  my  name,  because  the  first 
question  people  ask  after  they  finally 


understand  my  name  (mostly  accomplished 
by  spelling  it)  is:”  Where  does  it  come  from?” 
The  only,  somewhat  interesting,  answer  I 
have  come  up  with  is:  “it’s  Swedish".  It’s 
funny  to  see  that  the  interest  increases  after 
that  and  maybe  even  more  funny  that  they’ll 
believe  anything  I tell  them.  I always  have 
fun  with  the  irritating  guys,  when  I go  out, 
by  telling  them  made  up  stories  to  see  how 
far  I can  go  until  they  start  to  question  them. 
I figure  if  they  start  with  complimenting  me 
on  my  looks  in  the  most  disrespecting  way,  I 
don't  have  to  honest  with  them  anymore.  I 
believe  I can  have  a lot  more  fun  if  lean  refer 
to  a “historic"  pronunciation  of  a Canadian 
janitor. 

Thanks  for  replying, 

Gr.  Toike 


(This  is  really  her 
picture  to  the  left) 
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News  Briefs 


GUM  SHAT  OUT  AFTER  SEVEN 
YEARS 

After  seven  long  years  of  digestion,  a 
piece  of  gum  was  passed  during  a bowel 
movement  earlier  this  week.  The  piece  of 
gum,  swallowed  by  Jason  Steiner  in  fifth 
grade  during  a Remembrance  Day  assembly, 
had  spent  seven  years  in  his  stomach  and 
intestine.  Steiner,  now  17,  was  not  affected  in 
any  way  by  the  gum’s  passing. 


MARS  SOCIETY  GETS  RARE  THRILL 

On  August  27,  members  of  the  Mars  Society 
of  Canada  were  treated  to  a rare  thrill 
when  our  red  neighbour  came  closer  to  the 
Earth  than  it  has  in  60  000  years.  When 
Mars  was  at  it’s  closest  to  Earth,  it  was  less 
than  55.76  million  kilometers  away.  Pete 
Jenkins,  avid  Mars  enthusiast  and  long 
time  member  of  the  MSC  Toronto  chapter, 
considers  this  celestial  phenomenon  to  be 
a groundbreaking  event.  “This  is  the  best 
thing  to  ever  happen  to  MSC,”  said  Jenkins. 
“Crucial  telescope  viewing  will  take  place 
as  well  as  many  conversations  about  life  on 
Mars.  Are  there  Martian  women?  If  so,  are 
they  promiscuous?  These  are  the  important 
questions  facing  the  MSC.”  Jenkins  added, 
“And  it  makes  it  so  easy  to  travel  there  at 
night  in  my  spaceship.  If  I leave  at  11:30,  I 
can  be  home  before  sunrise.” 


MAN  IN  INTERNET  CAFE  PEEKS 
INTO  OTHER  BOOTH 

Last  Thursday  at  a Yonge  Street  Internet 
cafe,  a man  peeked  into  the  booth  beside 
him  during  his  daily  visit.  The  booth  was 
occupied  at  the  time  by  a pair  of  students 
checking  their  e-mail.  The  man  allegedly 
peeked  into  the  booth  with  a look  of  curiosity 
and  deviancy.  Jeff  Holloway,  the  student  who 
spotted  the  peeker,  told  his  friend  about  the 
invasion  of  privacy,  and  hit  his  fist  against 
his  open  hand,  implying  the  punishment  that 
awaits  any  other  deviant  sneaky  peeky.  The 
student  then  made  an  elbow  movement  to 
further  demonstrate  his  anger.  A few  minutes 
of  awkwardness  ensued  where  both  parties 
awaited  a move.  Finally  the  lone  sneaker 
left  and  caught  another  quick  glimpse  of  the 
students  as  he  walked  by  them.  The  students 
glared  silently.  Once  the  man  was  gone,  they 
began  to  chuckle  with  an  air  of  cheekiness. 


STUDENT  BUILDS  UP  NERVE  TO 
BUY  ROPE  FROM  CONVENIENCE 
STORE 

Mitchell  Gagnon,  a student  at  U of  T,  spent 
nearly  one  hour  at  a convenience  store  trying 
to  build  up  the  nerve  to  add  a bundle  of  rope 
to  his  shopping  cart.  Gagnon,  the  third  year 
Catholic  student,  plans  to  use  the  rope  later 
in  the  evening  as  an  object  of  foreplay  with 
his  girlfriend.  It  would  be  Gagnon’s  first  time 
introducing  rope  to  his  sex-play.  Other  items 
in  the  cart  include  candies,  water  guns,  and  a 
shaving  machine. 


MADONNA  A PERFECT  FIT  FOR  GAP 

Following 
the  success 
of  the  hugely 
popular  Gap 
commercials 
starring 
Madonna  and 
Missy  Elliot, 
Madonna 
has  signed 
a lucrative 
multi-year 
deal  with 
the  clothing 
empire. 
“Madonna  fits  in  perfectly  with  our  vision,” 
said  Gap  PR  Julie  Lee.  “Madonna  just 
screams  Gap.  I look  at  Madonna,  I think 
Gap.  So  we  are  very  pleased  to  have  her  on 
board." 
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Outraged  Student  Attempts  ROSI  Assassination 

Later  revealed  to  have  been  just  a stalky  young  child  in  a red  sweatshirt 


TORONTO-  After  spending  the  hours 
between  6:GOam  and  6:oopm  attempting 
to  sign  on  to  the  Repository  of  Student 
Information  (ROSI),  James  Dannon,  of 
Trinity  College  was  becoming  frustrated. 
Sick  of  ROSI’s  smiling  face  mocking  him  as 
he  was  told  over  and  over  again  that  he  was 
unable  to  log  on,  James  grabbed  a Smirnoff 
Ice  from  his  mini-fridge.  He  drank  most,  but 
not  all  of  it  before  leaving  his  apartment  in 
a fit  of  rage.  According  to  police,  "Dannon 
left  the  excess  liquid  in  the  bottle  so  that 
upon  spotting  his  victim,  he  was  able  to 
smash  the  bottle  on  a table  with  a sweet 
splashing  effect,  rendering  the  bottle  lethal, 
or  at  least  threateningly  pointy."  When 
Dannon  noticed  a small  figure  clad  in  a red 
shirt,  blue  sneakers,  and  a spinning  beanie 
hat,  he  erroneously  recognized  5-year-old 
Brandon  Wayland  as  the  very  ROSI  who  was 


preventing  him  from  enrolling  in  his 
first-choice  classes.  He  began  poking 
the  child  with  his  less-than  effective 
weapon.  Luckily,  Wayland  escaped 
the  scene  unharmed  after  a nearby 
police  officer  apprehended  Dannon. 
U of  T Campus  Police  officer  Ron 
Thompson,  who  observed  the  entire 
event  and  left  the  "tricky"  stuff  to  the 
real  police,  noted  that,  "I  can  see  how 
it  would  be  easy  to  confuse  a child’s 
twirling  beanie  hat  for  that  abstract 
representation  of  the  CN  Tower 
or  whatever  it  is  on  top  of  ROSI  s 
head."  Unable  to  be  reached  for 
questioning,  ROSI’s  lawyer  released 
the  following  statement:  "Login  was 
NOT  successful.  Try  again  later." 

Annie  Unnold 


Left:  Brandon  Wayland.  Right:  That  damn  ROSI  thing. 
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DISPATCHES  FROM  THE  FRONT  LINES: 

PEY  CORRESPONDENT,  LOCATION  UNDISCLOSED 


Some  engineers 
decide  to  work 
for  a year  - their 
“Professional 
Experience 
Year”.  This  is 
one  man's  story. 

08:11  Just 

entered  the 
Compound.  That 
fucking  asshole 
security  guard 
at  the  door  never  says  hello  to  me.  I’ve  been 
here  for  four  months,  and  I always  smile  at 
him.  All  he  does  is  stare  right  through  me; 
a cold-blooded  stare  that  almost  dares  me 
to  try  something.  One  day  he’ll  get  his  just 
desserts.  He  doesn’t  know  I’m  a yellow-belt 
in  judo.  I like  to  keep  that  a secret...  it  makes 
me  more  dangerous  when  I have  to  resort  to 
deadly  force,  the  kind  that  will  rip  him  a new 
asshole  when  I finally  snap  one  day.  Stay 
tuned  for  that  one. 

00:12  Here’s  a tip  that  any  vet  will  tell  you 
saved  their  life  on  many  occasions.  It’s  what 
separates  the  men  from  the  boys.  It’s  how 
you  can  tell  a green  recruit  from  a battle- 
hardened  instrument  of  war.  It’s  called  a 
rear-view  mirror.  Let  me  explain. 

Situational  awareness  is  a necessity  to  avoid 
getting  ambushed  in  the  field.  When  you  are 
glued  to  your  monitor,  you  leave  yourself 
wide  open  for  an  attack  from  behind,  where 
you  are  weakest.  This  can  be  especially 
deadly  if  you  happen  to  be  on  www.daytonag 
irlsgonewild.com  when  the  boss  walks  in. 

Go  to  Canadian  Tire,  and  pick  up  a cheap 
rear-view  mirror;  the  type  that  is  usually 
mounted  on  a bicycle.  Glue  that  shit  to 
the  top  of  your  monitor,  ensuring  that  you 
can  see  the  door  of  your  cubicle  when  you 
are  sitting  at  your  computer.  The  human 
eye  is  attracted  to  movement,  so  you  will 
get  an  instant  warning  when  someone  is 
approaching.  It’ll  buy  you  just  enough  time 
to  hit  Alt-Tab  and  open  up  a decoy  Excel 
spreadsheet.  If  you  move  the  mouse,  you  are 
a dead  man.  The  sudden  startled  movement 
will  give  you  away  instantly. 

11:45  Lunch  time.  Hmmm,  what  to  eat? 
Well,  considering  my  office  is  in  the  middle 
of  nowhere,  I have  4 choices: 

1)  Cafeteria  special 

2)  Cafeteria  special 

3)  Cafeteria  special 

4)  Starve 

Option  2 sounds  the  most  appetizing. 

12:02  They  let  us  eat  outside  when  the 
weather  is  nice.  Even  prison  inmates  get  a 
little  sunshine  every  now  and  then. 

14:30  I just  got  called  for  a meeting  in 
the  War  Room.  Whenever  we  use  the  War 
Room,  it  usually  means  there  is  some  serious 
shit  going  down,  but  at  least  the  chairs  are 
comfortable.  Big  leather  executive  jobbies, 
plus  they  get  the  hot  administrative  assistant 
Amber  to  bring  in  fruit  trays  and  coffee.  I 
hope  the  boss  starts  talking,  so  I can  get 
some  sleep  here... 


14:51  What  the???  Urn....  Sir,  I agree  100%. 
There  is  no  other  option.  Yes,  it  can  be 
implemented  by  end  of  business  tomorrow. 
Of  course,  sir,  you  know  you  can  rely  on  me. 

14:52  (Passed  note  to  guy  beside  me):  What 
did  I just  agree  to? 

14:52  (Returned  note):  You  just  promised 
VP  Operations  that  you  would  improve 
production  capacity  by  30%  to  meet  customer 
demand. 

14:52  (Reply):  Fuck  me! 

15:11  Meeting  adjourned.  The  fruit  tray, 
however,  is  coming  with  me.  Hands  off, 
bitches! 

15:20  I hate  dealing  with  other  companies. 
Watching  two  huge  companies  work  together 
on  anything  is  like  watching  an  elephant 
and  a whale  mate.  Even  if  one  eventually 
manages  to  find  the  pleasure  zone  of  the 
other,  the  reproductive  organs  probably  don’t 
fit  together,  and  if  they  do,  you  still  end  up 
with  some  fucked-up  offspring. 

15:55  Oh  shit,  it’s  that  fat  cow  from  Logistics’ 
last  day  today.  I think  she  got  shipped  off  to 
another  plant.  I think  she  should  get  shipped 
off  to  New  Zealand,  the  farther,  the  better. 
She’s  going  to  want  to  say  goodbye  to  me, 
and  I’m  not  going  to  let  that  happen.  She’s 
three  cubicles  away,  and  I’m  coming  up.  She 
hasn’t  made  eye  contact  with  me  yet,  it’s  time 
for  action. 

16:01  Okay,  time  for  a distraction.  I knew 
these  cherry  bombs  would  come  in  handy 
soon.  Never  leave  home  without  them. 

* lights  the  cherry  bomb,  tosses  it  into  the 
next  cubicle*  BOOM!  I just  dove  out  the 
door  of  my  cubicle,  and  rolled  across  the 
hall  into  the  office  supply  room.  My  chair 
is  still  slowly  spinning,  and  everyone  looks 
confused.  I think  I made  it.  I just  hope  that 
no  one  needs  any... 

16:02  Hi,  Amber!  What  am  I doing  in 
the  supply  room?  Just  looking  for...  er... 
* fumbling  in  pocket  for  next  cherry  bomb * 
What  are  you  doing  in  here?  Liquid  paper? 
We  don’t  have  that  anymore,  didn’t  you  get 
the  memo?  Corporate  says  there  are  health 
risks.  Yeah,  sorry  about  that.  Listen,  you’re 
not  gonna  tell  anyone  that  I was...  uh...  no? 
Awesome.  *stops  looking  for  cherry  bomb*  I 
owe  you  one.  Can  I buy  you  lunch  tomorrow? 
You’re  meeting  your  boyfriend?  I see. 

16:34  Amber’s  long  gone,  I’m  still  hiding 
in  the  supply  room,  and  I feel  like  a loser. 
I just  got  turned  down  by  a 17  year-old 
administrative  assistant  intern.  I’m  getting 
the  hell  out  of  here  in  one  more  hour,  when  I 
can  be  sure  the  office  is  empty. 

17:40  Another  exciting  day  at  the  office. 
It’s  only  as  good  as  you  make  of  it.  PEY 
correspondent,  signing  out.  More  dispatches 
to  follow. 

P-Dub 


14:40  Zzzzzzzzz... 


H FIGHT 

Tou  rquster  son p courage  arid  prepare  to  enter  Hie  fray.  Wttat  do 
you  wisti  to  tatty  as  your  weapoq? 


• A big  fieavy  textbook  Go  to  11 

* A pend!  in  one  tiarjd,  a ruler  in  Hie  of  tier.  Go  to  8 


ROOMMATE ™ PRANKS' 

THIS  MONTH:  MICROWAVE  HUMOUR 


HAIL  YOUR  ROOMMATE  IN  THE 
HEAD  WITH  A MICROWAVE! 


HEY  YOU!  SEND  US  YOUR 
ROOMMATE  PRANKS™  AND  YOU 
COULD  WIN  A DAO  OF 
MICROWAVEADLE  POPCORN. 

Concept:  Laur«nt  Hoonan  Skatch:  Al«x  flun  Assembly:  Kavin  An 

What  to  Do  When  You  Flunk  Out 


For  one  reason  or  another,  some  of  us  just 
can’t  hack  it.  Despite  your  best  efforts,  many 
of  you  will  flunk  out  of  school.  It  may  be 
because  you  drank  too  much,  imbibed  too 
much  liquor,  or  merely  consumed  too  many 
alcoholic  beverages.  But  one  day,  you’ll  wake 
up  to  find  that  your  GPA  is  lower  than  your 
blood  alcohol  level.  However,  don’t  despair, 
because  I’m  here  to  help. 

First  off,  don’t  panic.  There’ll  be  plenty  of 
time  for  that  after  your  parents  find  out  you’ve 
wasted  thousands  of  dollars  of  theirs,  and 
send  you  off  to  work  in  the  mines.  Instead, 
drink  tequila  shots  until  you  throw  up,  and 
sleep  with  a complete  stranger.  While  this 
is  probably  the  reason  you  flunked  out  in  the 
first  place,  it’s  now  an  essential  part  of  the 
solution  to  your  problem. 

After  you’ve  gotten  that  last  bit  of  fun  out  of 
your  system,  it’s  time  to  join  the  real  world. 
Peruse  the  wanted  ads.  Start  with  something 
in  the  fast  food  industry;  it’s  not  too  difficult. 
If  you  were  in  a drama  program,  it’s  probably 
where  you  would  have  ended  up  anyway. 
Just  think  of  it  as  saving  four  years  of  your 
life  that  you  probably  would’ve  wasted  on 
that  silly  degree. 

If  sneezing  on  burgers  isn’t  your  thing,  you 
can  always  try  the  construction  racket.  True, 
the  hours  are  long,  the  work  is  hard,  and 
you  have  to  work  outdoors  in  unforgiving 
Canadian  winters.  However,  every  once 
in  a while  when  no  one’s  around,  you  can 
take  a leak  in  the  corner  of  somebody’s 
unfinished  basement.  It’s  an  excellent  way  to 


make  a point  about  the  plight  of  the  former 
university  student  while  at  the  same  time 
emptying  your  bladder. 

When  you’ve  exhausted  all  other  employment 
opportunities,  it  might  be  a good  idea  to  serve 
your  country,  and  join  our  beleaguered  and 
semi-nonexistent  armed  forces.  It  could  be 
dangerous,  but  at  this  point  you  can’t  afford 
to  be  choosey.  Being  in  the  army  is  almost 
the  same  as  being  in  university,  the  food  is 
bad,  you  live  with  a bunch  of  people  you’ve 
never  met  before,  and  every  once  in  a while 
you  participate  in  a running  gun  battle.  The 
only  difference  is,  the  army  pays  you,  and 
there’s  a lot  more  beer  there. 

If  all  else  fails,  you  can  bite  the  bullet, 
and  try  your  hand  at  begging.  The  newly 
renovated  corner  of  College  Street  and  King’s 
College  Road  allows  for  maximum  flow 
through  of  pedestrian  traffic,  with  opulent 
surroundings,  and  ample  seating  space.  As 
a bonus,  some  of  your  former  professors 
might  walk  by,  giving  you  a chance  to  recoup 
some  of  the  money  you’ve  spent.  This  way, 
you  could  party  for  months  and  end  up  as  a 
hobo. 

While  there  may  be  other  options,  I feel  this 
is  probably  a good  guideline  for  what  you 
should  do  when  they  boot  your  ass  outta 
here.  It’s  safe,  efficient,  and  worked  for  me. 
See  you  on  the  corner  everybody,  and  please,, 
give  generously,  I’m  trying  to  pay  off  my 
student  loans. 

Alex  Green 


The  Toike  Oike,  Vol  XCVII  - Issue  I,  2003  - Page  5 


7 THE  DUPE  I 

arom?  of  as  you  approach  W '9  r Jfly 

increasingly  ^ eyes  doesn't  ***  Ifrrf 

I Hood*  partner 
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Local  Company  Offers  Nonsense 
Approach  to  Network  Solutions 


Logan-Mitchner  Ltd.,  a local  network 
solutions  firm,  has  been  receiving  many 
complaints  from  businesses  in  the  GTA  since 
they  initiated  an  unorthodox  “nonsense” 
policy  earlier  this  year. 

Clients  of  the  firm  are  outraged  at  the  poor 
service  and  level  of  professionalism  they 
have  been  receiving  since  Logan-Mitchner 
came  under  new  management  in  April  of 
2003. 

Jim  Longshank,  network  support  supervisor 
for  Markham  data  entry  contractor 
DataServe,  is  upset  with  the  treatment  he 
received  when  he  called  Logan-Mitchner 
technical  support  after  his  network  went 
down. 

“I  called  tech  support  and  nobody  answered,” 
recalls  Longshank.  “So  I left  a message,  but 
their  answering  machine  had  one  of  those 
messages  where  somebody  says  ‘Helio, 
hello?’  as  if  you  were  really  talking  with 
someone.  Then  I realized  it  was  one  of  those 
gag  messages.  You  can  imagine  my  surprise. 
Such  nonsense!” 

Three  weeks  passed  until  Logan-Mitchner 
contacted  Longshank.  By  that  time,  the 


company  had  suffered  $2.7  million  in  lost 
revenue. 

Bud  Mullerbeck,  chief  operations  manager  of 
leading  bio-medical  corporation  BioPharm, 
met  with  Logan-Mitchner  president  Jim 
Von  Vonnyvonne  in  a preliminary  meeting 
regarding  a potential  multi-year  contract. 
Mullerbeck  stormed  out  of  the  meeting  after 
five  minutes. 

“When  we  first  shook  hands  he  electrocuted 
me  with  one  of  those  hand  zappers,” 
remembers  Mullerbeck.  “Then  he  introduced 
himself  as  Indiana  Jones.  I didn’t  know  what 
to  make  of  it.  He  wasn't  very  professional.  I 
tried  to  discuss  putting  a contract  in  place  but 
he  didn’t  seem  interested  at  all.  He  just  kept 
talking  about  his  athlete’s  foot.  I decided  I’d 
had  enough  nonsense  after  he  invited  me  to 
an  orgy.  Call  me  old-fashioned,  but  that’s  not 
the  way  I do  business." 

Logan-Mitchner  have  lost  95  percent  of  their 
clientele  since  Von  Vonnyvonne  took  over  last 
April,  and  will  almost  certainly  alienate  their 
remaining  customers  when  they  terminate 
their  longstanding  hassle-free  policy  next 
year. 

Dave  McKenna 


Must  See  TV 

By  Nuke  LaLoosh 


As  the  new  school  year  dawns,  so  does  a brand 
next  smash  hit,  networks  will  stop  at  nothing  to 
brand-spanking  new  shows  set  to  debut  this  fall 


new  season  of  television.  Desperate  for  the 
achieve  primetime  supremacy.  Here  are  five 
on  ABC  and  HBO. 


8 Simple  Rules  For  Fucking  Your  Teenage  Daughter 

This  smash  hit  returns  for  a second  season,  but  without  lead  actor  John  Ritter.  The  network 
believed  he  wasn it  creepy  and  perverted  enough,  so  they  brought  in  veteran  pervert  creep  R. 
Kelly  to  till  his  shoes  Join  in  his  exploits  as  he  tries  to  balance  family  life  with  an  incessant 
need  for  15-year-old  booty.  Guest  starring  Kelly’s  lawyer  and  parole  officer. 


The  Molestor 


The  Bachelor  is  back,  but  with  a twist.  Riding 
the  coattails  of  a scandalous  documentary, 
Michael  Jackson  has  been  granted  his  very 
own  TV  show  by  the  sick  fucks  at  ABC.  Follow 
Michael  and  the  children  as  they  prance 
around  Neverland,  play  with  the  lions,  tigers, 
giraffes,  and  monkeys,  and  play  hide-the- 
rainbow-rope  in  the  pool.  One  lucky  boy  gets 
sent  packing  every  week  with  a hefty  bribe, 
and  the  instructions  to  keep  his  mouth  shut. 
The  show  also  deals  with  the  business  side  of 
Jackson’s  life.  He  recently  released  a men’s  suit 
great  success.  Watch  as  Michael  unveils  his  ne: 


clothing  line  in  Japan,  which  is  being  met  with 
<t  clothing  venture:  getting  into  boys  pants. 


According  to  Sammy 

Jim  Belushi  gets  replaced  by  MLB  All-star  Sammy  Sosa  in  this  show’s  sophomore  season. 
Apparently,  Belushi  s grungy  look  and  mediocre  comedic  performance  led  to  his  dismissal 
He  has  since  gone  on  a drug  binge,  overdosed,  and  died.  The  first  episode  deals  with  the 
infamous  corked  bat  scandal.  We  pick  up  with  Sammy  uncorking  apologies,  bottles  of  wine, 
and  Louisville  sluggers.  A dialogue  coach  has  been  working  with  the  Dominican  star  to 
improve  his  pronunciation  and  eliminate  the  phrase  ‘berry  berry  good’  from  his  vocabulary. 
Guest-starring  Mark  McGwire  as  Sosa’s  drug  dealer....  errrr...  nutritional  consultant. 


Six  Feet  Under 

HBO’s  multi-Emmy  nominated  series  gets 
revamped  for  the  new  season.  Viewers  get  to 
tour  with  the  living  dead:  the  Rolling  Stones. 
Follow  the  band  to  Switzerland  where  Nazi 
doctors  feed  Mick,  Keith  and  the  gang 
human  fetuses  to  replenish  their  stem  cells. 
Watch  the  guys  shop  for  diapers,  take  their 
medication,  piss  themselves,  and  complain 
about  their  prostates.  The  season  premiere 
guest-stars  young  guns  Rod  Stewart  and 
Bruce  Springsteen.  The  two  will  assist  with 
Mick’s  sponge  bath,  and  Keith’s  soul-sucking 
voodoo  rituals. 


The  Golden  Girls 

Join  Sophia,  Rose,  Dorothy,  and  Virginia  as  they  prance  around  New  York  looking  for  men 
to  fuck.  Actually,  it’s  only  Carrie,  Miranda,  Samantha,  and  Charlotte,  but  they  might  as  well 
be  the  Golden  Girls.  Explore  the  world  of  granny  sex  with  them  as  they  coerce  younger  male 
golddiggers  into  having  sex  with  them.  Listen  to  their  girl  chat  about  the  good  old  days,  when 
they  all  nad  gentlemen  callers  and  the  Internet  was  a big  fishnet  used  to  snag  Mexicans  at  the 
border.  Watch  them  bitch  about  the  young  slut  next  door,  played  by  Estelle  Getty,  who  keeps 
stealing  their  men.  This  season’s  guest  stars  are  Madonna  and  Cher,  who  both  play  Carrie  and 
Miranda’s  children. 


What  happens 

first 

is  you  can't  sleep  . . . 

What  haf 

thf 

)pens 

is  you’re  drawn  to 
the  Park  at  night  . . . 

let  me  tell  you  about  this  park  ' 

les  of  Suck  Club 

j 1.  Don’t  talk,  just  suck. 

: 2.  Don't  talk,  just  ' 

: 3.  Wear  a red  hat. 

: 4.  Drop  the  soap.  , 
i 5.  Don't  get  caught!  t 

• 6.  When  the  suck  is  toM, 

; walk  away. 

; 7.  Reciprocate. 

• 8.  No  interference  with  a suck 

j progress.  ; 

If  this.is  your  first  time 

then 

you  must  suck  . . . 

.'  . . . and  the  final  rule: 

We  meet  every 
night  after  9 PM. 
New  comers 
welcome,  just  follow 
the  rules. 
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H»t  Hsuw  Rtoenj  and  Nto  ftrih  Haw;  Nothirq 
Is  more  sattefyroi  than  firing  off  a cople  bones  of 
ammo,  to  retiring  to  the  bath  horse  for  some  steamq 
P&P.  Kill  two  bfds  with  one  stow! 


You  must  be  oust  4'  tdl  to  be  admitted  into  this  zone, 
that's  the  otii\  reqire merit, 


the  fVst  one  to  score  a ecrflrmed  head  shot  on  one  d 
the  manj  live  targets  on  or  firing  rarqs  C Kind's  Cdeo/s 
Crde)  wins  a free  Season's  Pass!  ftlrq  i*xr  own 
rifle/  crossbow,  or  rent  oie  from  or  fnendki  staff. 


the  b lowest,  baddest,  hairiest  rdler-coasta'  ride  In  the 
park,  0niq  1/6  of  riders  manage  to  hod  on  ’till  the 
bitter  end, 


l MOOR  STRLET  WEST 


'-'^BIRGENEAU’S 

^ONDERLjA^p 


IrO_ 

.tnr 

« 

• 

0 

sifiFir 

Wm 

♦ 

1 

m£. 

* 

this  ride  is  rot  fir  everyone.  In  fact,  ain  yor  pa-erte 
caic^st  In, 

W 


ATTMcnom  Ms>m  mmmm 


Enpl  a I 1433-  slaj  *1  a studi)  roan  at  this  O-sta- 
asOTnrodattai  for  odn  *50,  All  ths  bscb  upu  ca \ 
read,  but  Mb  o(&  catjt  Ml iq  cabbsqe  t*|  the 
Jarttcrs,  or  the  Jlo|  Is  Lp! 


Itotwiu 

Qiasi-Rellcikua  Rl«ft-Wins|  Rattan 

1:50  PM,  5:50  PM,  5:45  PM,  7:00  PM 


Specif  Mkiicfa  startq,  ends  with  a,  arest! 

MBRt 

w 0 

pKV  1 Ln  \\ 

'-MKJ 

m 


i L 

ftlrv\  bark  some  souvenrs  from  yxr  trp  to  Paramout  ^ 
Prcpneaj's  Wonderland  that  wtB  last  a lifetime,  llcers, 
lost/  oreq  hair.  Immense  debt,  we  ha/e  It  all! 


A feast  for  the  eyes. 

— 


Engineering . 


With  all  the  I at  equipment  here.  It's  rot  onlq  extreme^ 
dangerous;  It’s  education^  too!  frlnq  the  kids  Crow 
ahiltfclrq  17  i}ear  dds  as  well,)  Pon't  miss  the  Canon 
flrlrq,  every  ridft  at  5:00AM,  this  Is  also  where  the 
toike  Clke  offices  see  located, 


_J  M&-;  V" 

3ll  : 


IFapfe  Iratramce  * . . 

Achtsstorc 

Srqineers:  87,OCX} 

Arte  & Science:  £6,000 

Never 
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Q DOING  it  to  tub  death 
Remembering  a scene  from  an  old  John  Woo  p 

flick,  you  decide  to  go  akimbo.  You  slab  and 
snyish  your  way  through  to  the  front  of  ftp  I 
non i-  Underneath  tty  podium  you  see  tty  \ 
professor  in  tty  fetal  position,  slowly  rocking  L 
I back  and  fortfp  “flake  » **¥>-"  V nPtats  f 
continuously.  At  once  you  an  struck  by  the  j 
depravity  (ftps  situation.  You  think  about  all  f 
<f  the  students  that  you've  just  struck  down  in 
I cold  blood.  They  were  just  like  you.  “ Whycan't 
j wo  just  all  get  alongf  a panicked  student  yells 
I as  she  is  struck  down  by  a huge  backpack  Her 
j words  echo  in  your  ears  and  Ycu  rais*  y°ur 
I tysrpts  aqd  ooe  that  they  an  covered  in  blood. 

3 lour  will  to  fight « gorp-  ^P  l*ncil  and  niter 
i slip  out  of  your  tyupls.  Too  see  a flash  in  tty 
I corner  of  your  eye.  Before  you  even  know  it, 
tj  you're  oq  the  ground  and  blood  is  spurting  from 

' your  neck  just  befon  you  black  out.  you  realm 
that  then's  a pencil  embedded  in  your  jugular. 
j!  So  iryichfor  university-. 


WONDERLANg 


fas  C )MW  Uintur 


ch m fs  stm  r n ms F 


Party  Ike  tb's  1400  In  or  medlevd  village.  /'ll  the 
wenches  ipu  desire,  and  slcppq  f ood  (use  qar 
havki)  served  in  .Pirwash  Hsll,  which  was  a&dlq 


• 5ee  the  5uck  Oub  advertisement,  pays  Remember 

* qar  red  hat  for  faster  service. 


ff  si  insm  1 5JKCJJ 


| just  like  making  up  a batch  in  my  bathtub,  only 
a lot  smaller  of  course."  Huh?  Whatever _ tty 
red  eyed  stoger  had  mixed  everything  in  perfect 
stoichiometric  proportions  and  tty  experiment 
is  a complete  success.  You  didn't  even  have  to 
do  anything!  Vogty  all four  years  of  university 
wen  this  easy!  “This  calls  for  a celebration,"  \ 
you  say.  “Yeah,  I got  some  stuff  that'll  mflke 
this  look  like  child's phy,"  the  dude  says  as  he 
pulls  an  enormous  joint  from  his  pocket.  Do 


ivnusin  srm  < \\rsi 


WULESltY  Slum  ms T 


Your  Way  /Vatnd  Campus 

5ireet  Msat  ( Hot  t?cq)  Voder  0 Accc* 

L&l  Cbhwr  food  Irack  Paq  f< 

Pdice(  a, Fa  Coff«  Qjtfx&b)  Pzrkr 

|M  LaatknoTHet^irb  fl I food! 


ftp  joint  Go  to  21 
Go  baefy  to  rez.  Go  to  1 


CtuviiK  till  U-)*i*!atuie 


Maiet  research  indicates  that  park  pabrore  mid 
love  nsthinsj  more  than  to  relieve  -themselves  on  the 
steps  of  the  provincial  leqlslatire,  We  act!veli| 
encara^e  such  actfvty,  so  we  made  It  a ride. 
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//  TEXTBOOK 

discretion  is  tfa  better  part  of  valour,  or  so  tfa  saying  goes.  Tour 
thirty  pound  textbook  turns  out  to  be  an  excellent  defensive  shield. 
Witfi  eacti  deflected  blow  you  lose  a cfafa  of  your  textbook 
tiowever,  there's  just  so  rnucti  paper  ttiat  you  fave  rioffagg  to 
worry  about.  After  twenty  tributes.  tfiere  are  ofay  a few  people 
left  standing ■ Congratulations,  you've  survived.  Ttie  professor 
crawls  outfrorn  befafa  tfa  podium  looting  ruffled  but  otherwise 
uninjured.  “Well  now.  stiall  we  begin?"  He  says.  You  pick,  up  a 
blood  stained  notebook  ft orn  ttie  ground  ar\d  scribble  furiously  to 
keep  up  witfi  die  professor.  He's  written  four  blackboards  wortfi 
of  nyittiernatical  equations  before  you  can  write  kis  nan\e  down. 
Dorm,  ttys  guy  is  fast.  By  ttie  eqd  of  ttie  kour  your  kand  fas 
crarrjped  up  aqd you  fave  an  enjpty  feeling  inside.  You  watck  tfa 
professor  take  a gold  watck  °ff  a fallen  student  as  ke  leaves  tfa 
class.  Tfa  lecture  is  over.  Wfat  would  you  Ufa  to  do  now? 


Eat  sortie  food.  Go  to  5 
Attend  your  lab.  Go  to  15 
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INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 

WORLD  WIDE  INTERNET  WEB 

For  Undergraduate  Students 
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You  Die 


It  is  my  pleasure  to  welcome  you  to  U of  T and 
to  congratulate  you  on  choosing  this  world- 
renowned  institution  for  your  undergraduate 
studies.  In  order  to  meet  the  new  and  exciting 
challenges  awaiting  you,  proficiency  in  using 
the  many  resources  we  offer  at  U of  T is 
essential.  In  addition  to  the  Robarts  Library 
and  the  Gerstein  Science  Information  Center, 
you  will  have  to  make  use  of  the  World  Wide 
Internet  Web.  I have  taken  time  to  write 
this  brief  introduction  to  the  WWIW  (more 
commonly  referred  to  as 
the  Internet)  in  order  to 
ease  your  transition  into 
post-secondary  education. 


AmericanSingles 


Send  her  a FREE  tease 


One  of  the  main  things 
you  will  have  to  do  during 
your  undergraduate 

studies  is  conduct 

research.  The  Internet 
should  be  your  primary 
source  of  information  in 
any  situation.  However, 
in  order  to  harness  the 
power  of  the  Internet,  you  must  first  load  it 
onto  your  computer  by  clicking  twice  on  the 
large  blue  “e”  icon  found  on  your  desktop. 
Make  sure  to  click  fast  enough  or  you  will 
only  end  up  moving  the  icon  slightly  off  to 
the  side.  By  default,  the  Internet  will  open 
http://www.yugioh-card.com.  There  is  a 
way  to  change  this  configuration  but  my  son 
refuses  to  show  me  how.  More  importantly, 
you’ll  notice  that  there  is  a text  box  (called 
the  address  box)  across  the  top  of  your 
window.  The  address  box  can  either  be  used 
to  perform  searches  or  load  Internet  sites. 
Typing  any  topic  you  wish  to  research  into 
the  address  will  automatically  search  the 
Internet  for  all  relevant  sources  and  display 
them.  If  you  know  the  address  of  a particular 
site  you  wish  to  load,  you  can  also  type  that 
into  the  address  box.  These  are  the  two  most 
frequently  used  methods  of  viewing  the 
Internet. 

■wnr 


Internet  technology  is  also  commonly  used  to 
communicate  with  your  professors  and  your 
peers.  If  you  type  http://www.hotmail.com 
you  will  be  randomly  connected  to  another 
person  who  is  using  the  Internet  at  the  same 
time.  Sometimes  you  will  have  the  option  to 
choose  between  three  or  four  women  to 
communicate  with,  but  mostly  you  will  be 
connected  to  a single  woman  and  given 
several  communication  options.  To  connect 
to  another  person,  simply  hit  the  refresh 
button  at  the  top  of  the 
screen.  I was  once 
fortunate  enough  to  gain 
an  audience  with  the 
prestigious  Video  Professor 
himself. 


("*  How  about  a date? 
^ C Nice  photo ! 

C Dinner?  Movie? 


The  Internet  allows  you  to  send  one  of 
three  messages  to  a random  person 
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A bit  of  entertainment 
every  now  and  then  is  also 
important.  Fortunately, 
the  Internet  provides 
a wide-range  of  games 
that  can  be  played  free  of 
charge.  I am  personally 
guilty  of  spending  more  than  a reasonable 
amount  of  time  playing  on-the-line  games.  I 
have  listed  some  personal  favourites  that  you 
may  try  for  yourself,  but  be  warned;  they  are 
quite  challenging  and  can  be  very  addictive. 
In  your  free  time,  try  out: 

- Punch  the  Monkey  to  win  $20 

- Shoot  the  Duck  for  a prize 

- Pop  the  Balloon  for  a Free  Subscription 

- Which  one  is  Jennifer  Aniston? 
(Particularly  intense  and  challenging) 

This  introduction  has  covered  all  the 
essentials  you  will  need  to  operate  the 
Internet.  Experiment  on  your  own  to 
discover  the  Internet’s  full  potential.  Also, 
please  contact  me  if  you  know  how  to  change 
the  default  start  page  of  the  Internet.  Best 
wishes  in  your  studies. 


Roger  Edwards  is  a professor  in  the  Faculty 
of  Communications  and  Networking.  He 
has  contributed  to  and  continues  to  work  on 
developing  leading-edge  Internet  technologies. 


The  address  bar  is  commonly  used  for  searching 
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MCK-fo  icKool:  LYEl\yi}^NQ  HU  If  QO! 


Remember  when  hearing  the  words  “Back 
to  school”  meant  stuffing  your  Ninja  Turtle 
backpack  with  freshly  unsharpened  pencils, 
strapping  on  your  new  sneakers,  and  gleefully 
bounding  towards  the  bus  stop,  eager  for 
a new  year  to  begin?  Of  course  that  was 
just  last  year.  Although  properly  selecting 
the  appropriate  array  of  notebooks  with 
multicoloured  unicorns  on  them  is  still  high 
on  an  incoming  second  year  student’s  list  of 
priorities,  an  undertaking  exists  that  makes 
even  the  most  stressful  back-to-schooi  supply- 
decisions  seem  tawdry  at  best.  That’s  correct, 
its  the  ever  important  task  of  crushing  your 
summer  fling’s  heart  in  preparation  for  a year 
of ‘swinging’  at  U of  T. 

With  all  those  steamy  summer  nights  to 
occupy,  a boyfriend,  or  girlfriend,  or  at  least 
a fuck  buddy  is  pretty  appealing  around  late 
May.  But  let’s  face  it,  once  class  registration 
crests  over  the  horizon,  the  dead  weight 
needs  to  go.  Think  of  it  this  way.  You  know 
when  sometimes  a fly  is  buzzing  around  you, 
you  kill  it,  and  you  get  that  satisfying  feeling? 
Breaking  someone’s  heart  is  kind  of  like 
that,  but  a little  better,  because  insects  don’t 
have  souls  like  people.  Anyway,  now  that 
your  reasons  for  dumping  that  boy  or  girl 
back  home  are  rooted  solidly  in  a similarly 
perverse  metaphor,  the  task  at  hand  can  be 
completed. 

Begin  by  not  returning  his  or  her  phone 
calls.  Come  to  think  of  it,  return  them,  but 
just  breathe  heavily  into  the  phone  when 
you  do.  This  won’t  actually  indicate  that 
you  are  breaking  up  with  him  or  her,  but 
if  you’re  lucky,  it  will  scar  them  enough 
emotionally  that  they  will  not  want  to  be  in  a 
relationship.  Next,  put  yourself  on  a website 
like  Match.com,  Lavalife.com  or  one  of  those 
other  websites  full  of  desperate  people  whose 
interests  include  cats,  horseback  riding,  and 
needlecraft  Send  your  former  flame  a post 
card  that  says  “Wish  you  were  here”  but  be 
clever  and  change  the  “were”  to  “weren’t” 
and  the  “here”  to  “my  boyfriend/girlfriend” 
On  the  postcard,  write  down  the  link  to  your 
profile  on  Match.com.  If  this  thoughtful 
gesture  does  not  get  the  point  across  about 
you  planning  on  being  single  in  the  near 
future,  nothing  will. 

Is  it  possible  to  execute  this  manoeuver 
without  feeling  too  badly  about  doing 
it?  Probably  not,  but  do  yourself  a favor 
and  push  those  guilty  feelings  into  your 
subconscious.  You  won’t  need  to  worry  about 
that  shame  and  remorse  stuff  until  your 
mid-life  crisis,  so  why  bother  suffering  now? 
These  are  suppose  to  be  the  best  years  of  your 
life,  and  even  if  they're  not,  you  can  at  least 


score  some  new  and  superficial  university 
friends  when  you  tell  the  story  of  how  you 
ditched  Betty  or  Johnny  right  before  you  left 
for  school. 

Don’t  forget  to  tell  everyone  you  know  about 
how  bad  he/she  was  in  bed.  Remember  to  use 
details  like:  size,  endurance,  and  creativity, 
or  better  yet,  the  lack  thereof.  Maybe  let  it 
slip  out  that  there  was  always  some  weird 
crust/stain/dampness/discolouration  on 
your  summer  sweetie’s  sheets.  Any  other 
creative  additions  you  can  think  of  regarding 
odour/hairiness/foreign  growths  are  always 
a plus.  This  not  only  lets  your  former  love 
know  that  you  are  NOT  sexually  attracted  to 
him/her,  it  also  crushes  their  self-esteem  and 
all  hopes  in  life,  hopefully  for  good.  If  you  are 
lucky,  they  might  even  try  to  kill  themselves! 
This  will  save  you  lots  of  time  and  energy, 
resources  you  can  happily  allocate  to  orally 
pleasuring  random  strangers. 

Believe  it  for  not,  making  the  other  person 
feel  BAD  makes  you  feel  GOOD.  That’s  ail 
that  really  matters  anyway:  how  you  feel. 
Dumping  the  other  person  as  painfully  as 
possible  will  make  you  feel  more  attractive 
and  desirable  because  your  self-worth  is 
ultimately  measured  by  how  much  they 
suffer.  You  have  to  do  it  right,  because  the 
damage  is  should  not  only  be  powerful,  but 
lasting,  as  well.  To  achieve  this  goal,  you 
have  to  send  notes  of  apology  right  after 
he/she  recovers  from  the  initial  blow.  Tell 
him/her  how  much  you  miss  their  company 
and  how  you  behaved  so  poorly  because  you 
loved  him/her  so  much.  Cry.  Whine.  Look 
sad.  Cry.  Bring  up  intimate  details.  Look 
good.  Apologize.  Make  them  feel  guilty.  Ask 
for  forgiveness  but  pretend  you  can’t  forgive 
yourself.  Send  out  hand-written  letters  with 
tear-stains  periodically  that  all  start  with 
“I  told  myself  not  to  send  this  letter  out  to 
you,  but  there’s  just  so  much  I want  to  say”. 
Most  importantly,  tell  them  to  move  on.  Tell 
them  that  you  live  each  day  with  regret,  and 
what  hurts  the  most  is  that  things  will  never 
be  the  same.  Throw  in  something  about  how 
you’d  give  anything  to  go  back  to  that  July 
afternoon  by  the  lake,  right  before  the  storm. 
This  will  really  really  really  mess  them  up. 
This  ensures  that  they’ll  never  bother  you 
again  because  it’s  impossible  to  get  over  you. 
He/she  will  be  conflicted  and  angry  forever, 
preventing  them  from  confronting  you. 

Following  these  steps  will  guarantee  losing 
the  awful  baggage  that  was  your  significant 
other,  and  fully  prepare  you  for  a care-free, 
worry-free,  STD-ful  school  year. 


BAD  WAYS  TO  BREAK 
THE  ICE  WITH  YOUR 
NEW  ROOMATE 

By  P-Dub  and  Lorenzo  (don’t  make  the  same  mistakes  we  did!!!) 

The  double  cohort  sucks.  Unless  you  are  the  illegitimate  son/daughter  of  President  Birgeneau, 
if  you  are  entering  first  year  residence  at  U of  T,  you  are  definitely  sharing  a room  with  at  least 
one,  two,  or  even  three  roommates.  You  may  even  have  to  sleep  in  the  same  bed!  It  is  in  your 
best  interests  to  make  a good  first  impression.  However,  it  is  a bad  idea  to  break  the  ice  like 
this... 


BAD  ICE-BREAKER:  A candle-light  dinner  in  Queen’s  Park  at  3:00  am,  while  wearing 
matching  red  baseball  caps,  drenched  in  Bison  pheromones,  and  playing  George  Michael 
tunes  on  your  ghetto  blaster. 


WHY  IT’S  BAD:  This  is  way  too  romantic  for  an  ice-breaker.  You  need  to  start  off  with 
something  more  casual  to  win  his  love  and  affection.  Do  take  him  to  Queen’s  Park,  but  drop 
the  whole  candle-light  dinner  idea.  Instead,  play  a game  of  strip-twister,  or  strip-snakes 
and  ladders.  And,  why  not  invite  the  other  Queen’s  Park  patrons  to  make  the  game  more 
interesting?  The  two  of  you  will  have  hours  and  hours  of  fun,  and  while  you’re  at  it,  you’re 
bound  to  make  new  friends.  Keep  the  George  Michael  music! 


BAD  ICE-BREAKER:  Dressing  up  like  a Mayan  priest,  performing  an  ancient 

welcoming  ceremony  in  his  honour,  and  inviting  the  gods  to  bring  100  years  of  good  luck 
and  plentiful  crops  to  your  new  home.  End  the  ceremony  by  sacrificing  a comely  virgin  on 
his  bed  using  a Gillette  Mach3  Turbo  razorblade. 


WHY  ITS  BAD:  Do  you  even  know  what  a Mayan  priest  looks  like?  Do  they  even  exist? 
Who  cares,  it’s  a bad  idea,  and  this  is  why:  mutter  the  wrong  words,  trip  during  your  dance, 
or  wear  the  wrong  garment  and  you  will  accidentally  invoke  100  years  of  celibacy  and  bad 
cafeteria  food.  Unless  you  are  a World  Religions  major,  you  are  better  off  not  risking  it. 
Besides,  what  makes  you  think  you’re  going  to  find  a virgin  during  Frosh  Week???  Your 
only  hope  is  to  hang  around  Innis  until  you  find  one,  but  it’s  not  worth  the  effort.  Also, 
using  the  Mach  3 Turbo  to  kill  her  will  just  create  a noisy  and  unsightly  mess.  The  Gillette 
Venus  razorblade  can  finish  her  off  in  a much  more  silky-smooth  manner  (with  less  noise 
too.) 


BAD  ICE-BREAKER:  Scribe  your  favourite  Old  Testament  bible  passages  by  gluing 
Kellogg’s  Fruit  Loops  cereal  onto  the  wall. 


WHY  ITS  BAD:  Everyone  loves  a good  bible  passage,  but  which  version  to  choose: 
the  King  James,  the  Bible  for  Dummies,  the  Erotic  Bible?  Here's  an  insider  tip:  the  Old 
Testament  is  out.  It’s  all  about  the  Koran  these  days.  Ask  any  Hollywood  star  what  they're 
reading,  and  they’ll  say  “I  can’t  read”,  but  if  they  could  read,  they’d  be  reading  the  Koran. 
You  also  have  to  consider  the  moral  implications  of  wasting  perfectly  good  Fruit  Loops  like 
this.  Try  using  Bran  Flakes:  they  taste  like  shit,  and  the  rough  texture  will  add  a rugged 
artistic  flair  to  your  work. 


BAD  ICE-BREAKER:  Walking  into  the  room  completely  naked,  while  suspending  a 
Hamlet-skull  on  your  erect  penis. 


WHY  ITS  BAD:  Owning  a Hamlet-skull  is  sure  to  impress  your  roommate  but 

suspending  it  on  your  erect  penis  may  make  it  seem  like  you're  showing  off.  You  may 
even  create  a competitive  vibe  between  the  two  of  you.  Save  this  trick  for  a couple  months 
down  the  road  when  you’re  more  comfortable  with  each  other’s  strengths  and  weaknesses. 
However,  walking  into  the  room  naked  is  a good  idea.  All  you  need  to  do  is  substitute  your 
Hamlet-skull  with  something  a little  less  ‘show-offy,’  like  a dog’s  skull. 


IS  lab 


bad  you're  about  fifteen  nvtfites  late,  ftp  instructor,  a slprt  round  lady  mill  a 
fierce  altitude,  repots  you  at  Up  door.  "Tou're  late!  find  a lab  partner  now,"  ftp 
barlts.  looking  around,  you  see  only  three  people  still  without  tab  partners  ftp 
first  is  a npek  looking  skinny  boy  witti  thick  spectacles,  and  u severe  case  ofaerp. 
He  kolds  a calculator  iq  oip  tend  aqd  a copy  of  Hie  lab  assigqapqt  in  ftp  ottpr. 
He’s  dearly  a geek,  but  Ip's  sure  to  knpwlpw  to  run  ftp  experirrpnf-  Beside  ftp 
geek  is  a very  attractive  rrprqber  of  Up  opposite  sex.  He /Sip  winks  at  you  aqd 
calls  you  over,  perkaps  Ip/slp  is  looking  for  rrpre  tlpnjust  a lab  partner,  ftp 
last  person  wittput  a partner  looks  lilp  Ip 's  kidiqg  iq  ftp  back  conpr.  ill  you  see 
is  a glinjpse  of  kjs  blaring  red  eyes  under  a black  hood.  Wlp's  it  going  to  be? 


' I believe  in  ttie  geefff  Go  to  20 
l\e  hptfie,  enough  said.  Go  to  2 
V[e  dude  lias  got  tf[e  stuff : Go  to  7 


TO 


Annie  Unnold  and  Alice  Xu 
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AT  630  P,M„ 
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For  billions  of  years'  there  Hail  . ..  but  the  planet  became 


First  Draw. ■ 
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Best  Solo  Performance  in 


WHHHOOOOO!!!  Ob 
my  god.  I’m  speechless! 
I don’t  know  what  to 
say.  I was  thrilled  just 
to  be  nominated,  but 
to  receive  this  honour... 
God.  There  are  so 
many  people  1 want  to 
thank.  I’m  shaking,  oh, 
I can’t  believe  it. 

First  and  foremost,  I'd  like  to  thank  God. 
Nothing  is  possible  without  the  Lord’s  beacon 
of  guiding  light.  I'm  so  grateful  for  You 
watching  over  me  for  so  many  years,  showing 
me  every  sinful  step  the  way.  Everything  that 
happened  here  today  is  because  of  You. 

I’d  also  like  to  thank  my  family.  Over  theyears, 
you’ve  always  encouraged  me,  supported  me, 
and  stood  by  me.  Thanks  Dad  for  being  a 
faithful  subscriber  to  Penthouse  and  keeping 
the  classic  issues  under  the  tool  shed  behind 
the  garage.  I can’t  tell  you  now  important  it 
was  for  me  over  the  years,  especially  when 
I was  still  in  puberty.  That  one  issue  with 
Candy  Cassidy  is  still  my  favourite.  Thanks 
mom  for  giving  me  that  drawn-out,  tearful 
talk  about  touching  myself  when  I was  16. 
I never  grew  out  of  that  horribly  engulfing 
shame.  It  just  makes  each  experience  more 
shameful,  dirty,  and  hastened,  because  I 
always  feel  like  you  are  still  watching  me 
with  those  disapproving  eyes  or  holding  your 
breath,  listening  from  the  hallway.  Thanks 
Pam,  my  sister,  for  always  having  magazines 
like  YM,  or  Seventeen  lying  around,  where 
almost  legal  girls  look  perfect  wearing  nearly 
nothing;  sometimes  it  just  hits  the  spot. 
Thanks  for  bringing  your  friends  over  to  our 
house  for  all  those  sleep-overs  when  we  were 
younger.  I know  you’ll  be  proud  to  know  that 
since  then,  girls  in  skimpy  nightgowns  at 
sleep-overs  always  does  it  for  me.  I love  you 
all  so  much.  I am  nothing  without  you. 

Do  I have  more  time?  Don't  play  that  awful 
“get  off  the  stage”  music  yet,  if  I may,  I’d  like 
to  thank  a couple  more  people. 


/9  LECTURE 

Sure  enough.  you're  10  nyriutes  late  for  class  when  you  arrive  at 
the  lecture  roon\.  As  you  open  Hle  door  you  are  fyt  with  a wave 
of  fiunyd  air  aqd  a torrent  of  wild  screarris.  Pandernpniurnl  The 
entire  roorn  is  in  the  n\idst  of  a vicious  melee.  It's  every  student 
for  themselves  and  the  winners  get  a seat.  Oqe  unfuchy  student 
lands  infront  of  you  aqd  dutches  his  abdomen  in  agony : He  looh$ 
up  at  you  with  fco/s  in  hfs  °nd  says  “Go  bach . It's _ n°t- 
worth- " His  eyes  glaze  over  and  you  think  h 9 "tight  be  dead. 
Varnn,  this  looks  dangerous.  But  if  you  jump  in  now>  you  might 
be  able  to  get  a seat1. 


• Do  you  fight  for  the  last  seat?  Go  to  4 

• Ship  lecture  and  go  eat?  Go  to  5 

• Wait  a bit  and  attend  your  lab.  Go  to  15 


Shawn.  You  are  my  best  friend  in  the  world, 
man.  I know  you  are  rooting  for  me  right  now 
at  home,  probably  having  just  performed 


a Masturbatory  Sequence 


yourself.  Shawn,  guy,  this  award  should 
belong  to  you.  You  are  the  one  I can  always 
talk  to,  compared  notes,  and  share  resources 
with.  Thanks  for  opening  my  eyes  to  anime 
porn.  It  just  elevates  my  culture  level  and 
raises  the  experience  up  a notch.  Shawn,  I 
wouldn’t  be  here  without  you.  This  is  for  you, 
buddy. 


Oh  god.  I’m  getting  so  emotional. 


I’d  also  like  to  thank  someone  very  special  to 
me,  Jenny.  I know  we’ve  broken  up  now,  but, 
baby,  you  are  the  love  of  my  life  and  I know 
we’ll  be  together  again.  Jen,  I swear  to  you  I 
think  about  you  almost  80%  of  the  time.  And 
when  I think  about  just  me  and  you  together 
on  my  bed,  or  on  your  bed,  or  in  that  New 
College  dorm  room  you  had  in  2nd  year  or 
in  my  mom’s  van  that  one  time,  sweetie,  it’s 
just  so  intimate  and  so  special.  Baby,  you  fill 
my  mind.  Your  breasts,  your  thighs,  the  way 
you  bite  your  lip.. .God,  I still  respect  you  so 
much,  Jen.  When  I jerk  off  thinking  about 
other  girls,  I always  add  in  a sexy  nurse  or 
a cute  Japanese  schoolgirl  near  the  end,  but 
baby,  when  I fantasize  about  you,  there  is  no 
need  for  anyone  else.  You,  Jen,  YOU  take  me 
there. 

How  much  more  time  do  I have?  Wrap  it  up? 
Ok.  There  are  just  so  many  more  people  I 
need  to  thank. 

I would  like  to  thank  this  mIRC  guy  for 
having  an  amazing  collection  and  a superb 
connection.  You  have  no  idea  how  hard  it  is 
to  find  a guy  with  the  right  taste  out  there  in 
the  down/uploading  world.  I am  so  grateful 
that  you  are  almost  always  online  and  never 
cut  me  off  from  your  connection  when  I’m 
downloading  from  you.  You  rock,  man,  you 
rock.  Oh,  I know  I’m  forgetting  people.  That 
hot  lesbian  couple  I saw  on  Bloor  Street  a few 
weeks  ago,  you’ve  played  a tremendous  role 
in  my  performance,  and  tonight,  I thank  you. 
That  cute  girl  from  that  Second  Cup  on  my 
way  to  class,  you  are  also  just  spectacular. 
I especially  thank  you  for  telling  me  about 
your  yoga  classes.  Knowing  that  you  are  so 
limber  and  flexible...  you  don’t  know  what  it 
does  for  me.  Thanks  Ms.  Marshall,  my  grade 
10  computer  science  teacher.  I still  get  a flash 
of  your  blue  skirt  and  those  heels  every  time 
I think  of  Tbring.  I have  to  thank  Jenna 
Jameson.  You  know,  just  for  being  yourself, 
enough  said.  And  lastly,  I want  to  thank  Ricky 
Martin.  I've  always  been  a little...  drawn  to 
you,  but  because  of  social  taboos  and  my  own 
awkward  sexual  upbringings,  I hate  myself 
for  even  starting  these  homoerotic  thoughts. 
Forcing  the  image  of  your  thrusting  hips  out 
of  my  mind  as  I climax  has  been  a secret 
habit  of  mine,  and  for  that,  I thank  you. 

I love  you  all.  Know  that  next  time  I ejaculate 
all  over  my  soiled  sheets,  I’ll  be  thinking  of 
you.  God,  I feel  like  the  luckiest  man  in  the 
world.  ‘Choking  on  tears*  Good  night.  God 
bless. 


Hlrssifieds 


HELP  WANTED 


| HELL’s  Angels  is  recruiting  in  Toronto.  Are 
you  interested  in  womanizing,  drugs,  knife 
fights?  Be  at  Romeo’s  @ Victoria  Park  & 
Lawrence,  Saturday  Night. 


JESUS  will  come  again!  Deity  Association  of 
Ministers  and  Nuns  needs  street  hecklers  to 
1 stand  on  benches  and  harass  heathens.  Call 
I Father  Phil,  416-555-5134- 

MALE  nurses  needed  to  empty  my  bedpan 
and  milk  my  nipples.  I am  not  wearing  any 
pants.  Call  Jake,  416-555-0981. 


NEED  SOME  FAST  CASH? 

Millionaires  club  seeks  4 agile  men  25- 
30  yrs  for  “hunting  expedition”  in 
northern  Ontario  - reasonable  pay  if 
still  alive  after  24hrs.  Call  4*6-555- 
0900. 


ORDER  takers  wanted  for  old  buzzard  to 
yell  at.  Exp.  in  getting  the  paper,  moving  out 
of  the  damn  way,  and  shutting  the  hell  up  an 
asset:  Call  Chester,  416-555-7852. 


POOL  cleaner  needed  to  entertain 
housewives’  wine  club  from  1-3,  Wednesdays. 
Must  have  own  little  jean  shorts.  Call 
Cynthia,  905-555-2355.  Thornhill. 

SNAKE  handlers  needed  for  west-end 
gentleman’s  club/massage  parlor.  John,  905- 
555-5785 

SOLID  dude  needed  to  take  care  of  business. 
Call  Steve,  416-555-2344- 


MERCH  FOR  SALE 


CARDASSIAN  dictionary  for  sale.  Enap 
gulad  insadran  gulrek!  Steve,  416-555-2766. 


KEITH  Richards’  urine.  Said  to  have  healing 
properties.  Can  be  used  as  aphrodisiac.  May 
contain  traces  of  heroin.  Do  not  get  in  eyes. 
Call  Mick  416-555-2978. 


TONY  Danza  voodoo  doll.  Show  him  who's 
the  boss.  Stacey,  416-555-2653. 


MERCH  WANTED 


HUMAN  fetuses  needed  to  slake  my 
unquenchable  thirst  for  stem  cells.  Call 
Chris,  415-555-3356. 

SIAMESE  fighting  fish  wanted  for  battle 
royale.  Mine's  called  Andy.  Eric,  416-555- 
0974- 

SOILED  nun  robes  wanted.  Norman,  416- 
555-7722. 

YOUR  liver,  with  fava  beans  and  a nice 


Chianti.  Slurp!  Call  Han  the  Can-man,  416- 
555-2353- 


ZERG  beacons  needed  to  invade  the  Protoss 
homeworld.  The  Hivemind  will  triumph!  Call 
Kerrigan,  416-555-ZERG. 


CONNECTIONS 


PAPE-DAN  FORTH  Fully  furnished 

bungalow.  Share  w/  2 m,  1 f.  Students  pref. 
Every  Monday  we  host  a clown  orgy,  must  be 
cool  with  that.  Jim,  Peter  or  Gizelle,  after 
7pm.  416-555-9923- 


QUEEN-CHURCH  There  is  sufficient  room 
next  to  my  incubator  for  a human  being  to 
rest  comfortably.  Call  Qualkon,  416-555- 
7098. 


WANT  TO  PLACE  AN  AD? 
GO  FUCK  YOURSELF. 
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Bigfoot  Commences  Suicidal  Rampage 

46  Dead , 180  Wounded 
“Fuckin’  Cool!”,  Says  Local  Teenager 


Late  Saturday  afternoon,  the  Bigfoot  menace 
was  finally  put  to  rest.  After  leading  police  on 
a brutal  45  minute  killing  rampage,  Bigfoot 
was  finally  found  dead  in  the  back  room  of  a 
church  with  a self  inflicted  gunshot  wound  to 
the  head.  “That  was  the  only  way  it  was  going 
to  go  down,”  said  local  bystander  Darren 
Morley.  “Man  I never  seen  anyone  that 
pissed,  let  alone  a fuckin’  Yeti!”  he  said,  as  he 
adjusted  his  Adidas  headband. 

“Yo,  when  I go  home  I play  hours  of  Vice 
City,”  Morley  said.  “I  even  had  GTA  3 before 
Vice  came  out,  so  I be  killin’  up  cops  and 
smashing  cars  and  shit  for  long  time!  Believe 
me,  I’ve  had  some  mad  runs.  But  I never  seen 
a run  like  this,  never!”  At  this,  Morley  heart 
fully  pounded  his  chest  with  his  fist.  “Bigfoot, 
you  the  fuckin’  man.  Peace,  wherever  you 
may  be.” 

According  to  local  accounts,  Bigfoot  was 
seen  entering  the  suburbs  east  of  the 
city  wielding  an  AK-47  rifle,  clad  in  a red 
bandana  emblazoned  with  a Japanese 
rising  sun  emblem.  For  the  next  forty  five 
minutes,  Bigfoot  commenced  a slaughtering 
of  inhuman  proportions.  Sixteen  people  are 
believed  to  have  been  killed,  and  forty-six 
wounded  by  the  rampaging  sasquatch. 

When  asked  about  Bigfoot,  local  teenager 
Audie  Murphy  said: 

“Fuckin’  cool!  Bigfoot  was  fucking  awesome. 
You  ever  see  Predator?  The  Predator  had 
nothing  on  him  yo,  nothing.  Bigfoot  was 
twice  as  fast,  and  at  least  fen  times  as  deadly. 
SWAT  teams  were  coming  in,  and  he  was  just 
Mowin’ them  away!” 

Bigfoot  led  special  force  teams  in  a deadly 
game  of  cat  and  mouse.  He  laid  down  a 
swath  of  death  and  destruction  everywhere 
he  turned.  The  battle  encompassed  thirty- 


seven  city  blocks,  and  caused  over  two 
million  dollars  in  damages. 

“They  were  like  screaming  for  help  and  shit 
and  firing  their  guns  everywhere,”  Murphy 
said,  “and  it  was  like  in  Aliens,  but  all 
Bigfoot!  He  was  like  popping  out  of  manhole 
covers,  draggin’  a guy  down,  and  smashing 
through  plate-glass  windows  and  shit.  What 
an  amazing  badass.” 

“My  favorite  part  was  when  he  blew  up  the 
helicopter  with  the  missile  launcher,  like 
in  Black  Hawk  Down"  said  local  witness 
Edward  Cassista,  “But  it  was  way  cooler 
cuz  i was  standing,  like  five  feet  away  from 
it!  I can’t  believe  that  I’m  saying  this,  but 
it  was  even  cooler  than  when  they  rescued 
Morpheus  in  The  Matrix  On#,  Cassista 
added.  Cassista  is  currently  being  treated 
for  third  degree  burns  to  ninety  percent  of 
his  body.  He  is  not  expected  to  survive  the 
night. 

“I  knew  the  fight  was  over  when  they  chased 
him  into  the  burning  church,”  another 
witness  said.  “Guys  started  going  in  and  their 
bodies  would  come  flying  out  the  windows 
and  shit.  When  they  accidentally  blew  apart 
that  Hail  Mary  statue  though,  man,  that 
pissed  Bigfoot  off  big  time.” 

Eventually,  the  burning  church  collapsed 
in  on  itself,  while  killing  everyone  inside. 
Autopsy  reports  show  that  Bigfoot  shot 
himself  in  the  head  before  he  went  down  in 
a literal  blaze  of  glory.  Local  police  reports 
estimate  that  Bigfoot  could  have  easily  killed 
Antonio  Banderas  in  Desperado  and  maybe 
John  McClane.  It  is  also  agreed  upon  that  he 
could  have  taken  on  two  T-8oos  at  once  and 
would  have  survived  as  well. 

Robert  M. 


Busy  Busy  Apple  Pie 


»«nes:  r ric -a»o  ingredients, 
t three  pieces  of  fresh  bread, 
= sse.  •00'-  cure  used  band-a  ds 
iaor  subway  station  bathroom. 


DOES  YOUR  NEWSPAPER  HAVE 
WHITE-SPACE  PROBLEMS? 

WE  CAN  'FIX' THEM...  FDR  A PRICE. 

CALL  4IB-34B-358B  AND  ASK  FDR 
'CHEETOS' 


